I believe in the miracles of art, but what prodigy will keep you safe beside me... ?
No coupled American poets, or European either, had such interlaced sympathies as Donald Hall (b. 1928) and Jane Kenyon (1947 Kenyon ( -1995 er's grandparents bought in 1865. At first, Kenyon would "move from room to room, / a little dazed," but soon she "fit in with the furniture / and the landscape." On a shelf in the root cellar, after moving in, the poets found a quart of maple syrup made by Hall's grandfather decades before. They used it but poured the last drops
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Eagle Pond Farm, within sight of Mount Kearsarge, for Hall meant "attachment to the soil of one particular spot by generation after generation." At eleven he began spending summers there, writing poems and reading in the morning, in the afternoon working with his grandparents at haying and other tasks. Since that early idyll, Hall has written again and again on the countryside's seasons and rhythms of work: chopping wood, cutting ice, tapping sap, milking cows, manuring, plowing, weeding, harvesting, mowing and gather ing hay, canning fruits and vegetables, and always, keeping house. He remembers "watching my grandfather's practiced rhythm with the fork" in pitching hay: "plunge in, turn, heave, swing, shake loose, and back for more."
That rhythm runs through Ox-Cart Man, his much-loved chil dren's story with Barbara Cooney's folk-art illustrations. Imagine a kindergarten teacher reading this slim book aloud, holding it up for kids to see and flipping the pages every few lines as a year comes round in the rhythms of its nouns and verbs:
In October he backed his ox into his cart and he and his family filled it up with everything they made or grew all year long that was left over.
He packed a bag of wool he sheared from the sheep in April.
He packed a shawl his wife wove on a loom from yarn spun at the spinning wheel from sheep sheared in April.
He packed five pairs of mittens his daughter knit from yarn spun at the spinning wheel from sheep sheared in April.
He packed candles the family made.
He packed linen made from flax they grew.
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He packed shingles he split himself.
He packed birch brooms his son carved with a borrowed kitchen knife.
He packed potatoes they dug from their garden ?but first he counted out potatoes enough to eat all winter and potatoes for seed next spring.
He packed a barrel of apples honey and honeycombs turnips and cabbages a wooden box of maple sugar from the maples they tapped in March when they boiled and boiled the sap away.
He packed a bag of goose feathers that his children collected from the barnyard geese. There, in the same cadence each thing had being made, he sold it?with one moment not in the original poem: "Then he sold his ox, and kissed him good-bye on his nose."
In the market he bought essentials for his household, wife, daugh ter, and son, plus something else in the children's book: two pounds of wintergreen peppermint candies. "Then he walked home," past the same farms and villages, over the same hills, to his waiting fam ily, who took up their implements and went back to work, and that night the ox-cart man sat in front of his fire This story started as a short poem, whose early drafts say "I pack wool...I sell the ox." In changing tense and standpoint?"He packed...He sold"?in distancing that world, Hall wants us still in touch with a way of life that used to be.
Rural New England around 1800 comes alive in these cadences. "But how come he didn't sell the linen?" a schoolchild noticed and asked the author. "The ox got hungry on the way to Portsmouth,"
Hall said, "so the man fed it to him."
Generation and regeneration, in nature and livelihood alike, drives
Ox-Cart Man. When Hall's elderly cousin Paul was a boy, "an old man told him this tale, and the old man told Paul that he had heard it from an old man when he was a boy." For the working poet, "It's a tale of work, work, work, of total dispersal and starting again":
like human life, the ox-cart man "is a perennial plant." Hall tells things plainly, though music turns up now and then: "yarn spun at the spinning wheel" yields "a shawl. Hall's vocal music owes to the "joy of leaves falling":
In October the leaves turn... Exuberance worthy of Whitman stirs the verbs here, and the leaves.
Before this poem ceases we'll have heard that tocsin word thirty-five times.
The dying perennial season returns in a poem by Jane Kenyon, bringing her husband home from his operation. "Letter in the New Year" reports the weather, as I walk over packed snow at zero, my heart quick with joy in the visible world.
As they both know, the Bible promises we are not left comfortless.
"Weeds and Peonies," ending Without, finds this world mixed.
Before Jane's illness her peonies were "whiter than the idea of white as big as basketballs." Now there's another simile, "Your peonies burst out, white as snow squalls," so that Let the fox go back to its sandy den.
Let the wind die down. Let the shed go black inside. Let evening come.
To the bottle in the ditch, to the scoop in the oats, to air in the lung let evening come.
Let it come, as it will, and don't be afraid. God does not leave us comfortless, so let evening come.
